
TheHlflorkof 

He made a biuftiing citall of himfelfc. 

And chid his trewantyouth with fuch a gtace. 

As if he raalfred there a doule fpirit 
Of teaching, and of learning inftantly : 

There did he paufe, but let me tell the world? 

If he out-liuc the enuie of this day, 

Eng'anddid ncuer owefo fwcetea hope. 

So much mifeonftred inhis wantonnelfc. 

H»t, Coofen, I thinkc thou art enamored 
On his fellies : ncuer did I heare 
Of any Prince fo Wild at liberty ; 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him witha Souldiers arme. 

That he fhall Ihrinkevndcrmy courtefic 

Arme, arme with fpeedcjand fellowcs Souldiersfiriends, 

Better confider what you haue to doe, 

That I that haue not well the gift of tongue. 

Can liftyour bloud vp with perfwafion. Enters 
My Lord, here are Letters foryou. 

Hot, I cannot rcade them now, 

O, Gentlemen the time of life is fliort, 

Tofpend that fliortnetFe bafelyjwcre too long : 

1 f life did ride vpon a Dials poynt. 

Still ending at the arriuali of an hower, 

A nd if he Hue, we liue to tread on Kings, 

If die, braue death, whenPrinces die with vs, 

Now for our Confciences, the armes is faire, 

Vi ‘ bearing them is iufl, Enter another. 

MeJf.My Lord, prepare, the Kingcomes on a pace* 

^ I thinkc him that tic cuts me from rny tale; 

ror I protelfe not talking, onelythis, 

I a Sword, 

Whole temper 1 intend to flame 

With the bed blood thath lean meet withall, 

Intneaduentureofthis perillous day. 

NowefperancePfre;-, andfet on, 

Sound all the loftieinflruments ofwarre. 

And by that muficke, let vs aU imbrace 

for 
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Henry th^ hourth. 

c«f heauen to earth, fomeofvs ncuerlhall 

f Lndtimcdoefuchacurtefic. , 

theumbrace, theTrnmfetsfmHd, theKmg entersm^ku 
^ fewer , alar me to the 'Batteli : then enter Dowglo4, and fir Walttr 

,^t“wh«inbynamothatinB«tdthustho»croffcftra*! 

What honour doft thou feeke vpon my head i 

Dow. Know then my name is 

And 1 doe haunt thee in the batteli thus, 
gecaufefome tcllme,that thou art a King. 

TheTwdS^^^ day hath bought 

Thy likeiielTe, for in dead of thee, King Harry 
This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee, 

Vnlefrcihouyceldtheeas^prifoner. . 

llmt. I was not bocnc to yccld, thou proud Scot, 

And thou (halt find a King that w illtcuenge 

loTdStaffordfdczth» - 

They fight, Dowglas kils^Bl«nt,thenenters Hotfiur, 

Hit.O DowgiasMdi^ thou fought at Helmedon thus, 

IneuerhadtriumphtoucraScot*. , , - ■ -ir- 

Dow. Als done, als won, heerebteathlefie lies the King. 

Hot. WhereJ Dew, Heere. 

Hotl This Dowglael No, I know this face full well, 

A gallant Knight he was, his name was Slant 5 

SemblablyfurniflitliketheKinghimfelfe. 

Dow. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

Aborrowed title haft thou boughttoo dcare. 

Why didft thou tell mc> that thou wert aKing? 

Hot, The King hath many marching in his Coates. 

Dew* Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coates^ 

lletnurderallhisWardtope piece by piece, 

V-ntill I meet the King. Hot, V p and aw^y, 

Our Souldiers ftand fuilfairely for the day, 

^larme,enterFalfialffefolai. ^ 

Talf. Though I could feape London, ‘ tcare the 

fliot heere, heere’s nofeoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who arc 
you? Sir Waiter Slant t there’s honour for you, heere s no vanitie, 

\c I 


